EURIPIDES
Not here the gleam of wine,
and no more at Nysa with nymphs,
crying lacchos! lacchos!
Where is Aphrodite? . . .                                                   70
she that I used to fly after
along with the bare-footed Bacchae!
Dear lord Bacchus, where do you run,
tossing your auburn hair?                                                    75
For I, your servant, am a wretched slave,
tricked out in dirty goatskin                                                80
to serve a one-eyed Cyclops,
and out of the way, lord, of your love.
(Silenus, who has been scanning anxiously the horizon
on the right, turns suddenly, his -finger on his lips.)
Silenus
Be quiet, my sons. Quick, order the slaves
to corral the flocks into the rock-fold.
Coryphaeus
Move along there.
(Slaves appear and hustle the animals into the cave.)
But why this hurry, father?
Silenus
I see a Greek ship drawn up on the shore                             85
and oarsmen led by a captain coming
toward our cave. They carry water-pitchers
and empty containers about their necks:
they'll want supplies. Poor strangers, who are they?
They can't know our master Polyphemus,                            90
coming like this to the man-eater's cave
and looking for a welcome in his maw.
But hush, so we can learn from where they've come,
and why, to Sicily and Mt. Etna.                                         95
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